282                           GORING

and wounded sounding over all Europe, as they cry
out for justice and peace, Goring hears them not;
hears them just as little as he heard them in
1914-18.

The train rushes on through Germany. German
and enemy airmen are hurled to and fro over this
land, once so peaceful. None knows whether he will
survive the morrow.

Goring has grown deaf: he sees only his planes and he
does not even notice that a hospital train is coupled to
his armoured train, a hospital train with madmen,
who through fear or owing to wounds have joined the
great host of living dead.

Together with him they ride who have lost their
minds in the war ; the blind whose firm working hands
have been changed to limp, sickly ones. With him
go the cripples without hands and without arms, the
wretches who for years and years will wander through
the streets of Europe, and who to-day stand as a warn-
ing to manjkind and ask for nothing else but peace,
cry out for rlothitig else but peace, scream for nothing
else but peace, beg for nothing else but peace, weep
and gfoa*i for nothing else but peace. But the train
rolls'on. 'Goring hears nothing in his armoured car.
He believes that the war train can be stopped where
he orders. But when and where is the last station
to be : at Waterloo, in Europe as a mass grave, at the
guillotine of the French Revolution, or at the united
Socialist states of Europe ?

The train hurries on through the night.

The day will dawn ;   but the awaking from this-
night will come at the bier of Europe's youth.   The
death train hastens on . . . on . . . and yet we must